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Hard Walls, Little Trips 


Author's Notes: 
Fic two of our little DS challenge over on LJ. | thought it was alright, so here it is. 


"Get off me, ya fat bastard! You're crushing my fucking legs!" 

"Don't you fucking call me fat! Just because / don't throw up everything | eat!" Ollie scowled, leaning forward 
and shoving Chris backwards, both hands on his chest. Long watched them from the tiny, half-circle table 
propped against the far wall, empty glass in hand. 


"You two are really, really mature, you know that?" he mused, pressing his cigarette to his lips and shaking his 
head, ashing into the remains of a rather large glass of tequila 


Chris climbed off the bed and stumbled into the small living are of the tiny, cramped trailer, dusting himself 


off and righting the torn remnants of a black wifebeater. He turned on Ollie, raising what had come to be 


known as ‘Chris's Accusing Finger‘ 


"Herel Did this fat fucking queer just call me bulimic?" he hissed, casting his eyes from Ollie to Long, and back 
again. Long snorted, leaning forward until his hair provided a makeshift curtain from the madness of his band 


mates. 


"Maybe | did!" Ollie retorted, de-tangling himself from a faded quilt and toppling from the bed. "Oh! Oh, shit, | 


ate a crouton! Uurgh!" 


"Shut your mouth, Ollie." Chris growled, bracing his hands against the counter, leaning forward just a little. Ollie 


raised an eyebrow, licking his lips and raising his middle finger 
"Bring it on, Kate Moss..." 


Chris crossed the cramped space in record time and tackled him to the floor. One hand caught in dark curls, 
he slammed the side of Ollie's head against the faded, patched carpet. Ollie yelledkicking upwards and catching 
Chris in the shins, roaring with laughter at the pained yelp. 


Long stood slowly, swaying just a little from the tequila still sitting nicely in the pit of his stomach. Cigarette 
dangling from the corner of his mouth, he took the faucet hose from the small sink and lifted it above his 
quarreling band mates. With a sharp flick of his wrist, he cut on the cold water, watching with satisfaction as 
the two were doused not unlike fighting tomcats. 


"Fuck! fuck, Long! What are you doing? Now I'm all fucking wet!" Ollie howled, pulling away and clambering to his 
feet, sopping wet and otherwise miserable-looking. Chris sat on the floor, his long legs spread out in front of 
him, scowling. 


"Oh, that's mature. Soak Dave's trailer. Nice, Long, you'll have us kicked out by dawn" 


Long shrugged, taking one last, satisfying drag from his cigarette and grinding it out on his boot heel, cracking 
the door and tossing the butt to the sand. He paused for a moment, smiling to himself and closing the door. 


"If you two keep going like you are, yeah - we will. Now settle down" 


Ollie sat on the foot of the fold-out double bed, taking a towel from the pile by the door and rubbing it across 


his head, transforming his thick curls into a veritable crows nest. 


"This fucking sucks. We should have gotten a hotel" he grumbled, pulling his sopping shirt off and throwing it 
against a hamper in the corner. Long shrugged, happy for the one seat in the entire tiny, cramped caravan 


"That'd be rude. Besides - we didn't know they'd be doing this..Desert.session-y..orgy thing, did we? It was 
bloody polite of DC and Josh to offer us the caravan, and then to stick around and maybe play a few tunes. 


Next time, we'll call before we crash - deal?" 


Ollie sneered, still unhappy with the close living quarters, but temporarily sated. It wasn't any worse than 


they'd encountered on tour, but now it came with the added heat of the desert. 


Chris stood, throwing a towel down on the floor and raising an eyebrow at Long, clearing his throat as he 


attempted to stomp out most of the water. 
"Orgy? What, you mean.music-like?" 


Long's dark eyes sparkled and he tapped the side of his nose, his slim fingers tracing patterns across the 
formica table-top. 


"Perhaps. Perhaps not." 

Ollie stood, stretching and groaning loudly, his hands grazing the roof above them. 

‘Oh, don't be such a cryptic fucking bastard, Long. What the hell do you know, that we don't?" 

"Maybe you should take a look outside," he grinned, inclining his head ever so slightly to where he'd just 
disposed of his cigarette. Chris frowned, eyebrows knitting together in confusion, daring himself to take Long's 
words literally. 

He moved to the window above the bed, kneeling beside Ollie, running his fingers over the ledge and lifting 
himself up. They sat in silence for several seconds, Long watching from the chair, before the figures moving 
around the Ranch at night started to make sense. 

"Is that." 

"In the..the hot tub." 


"Fuck me" 


Chris let out a low whistle, watching with his nose all-but pressed against the the glass. Ollie was right beside 


him, mirroring his position, hips discreetly moving forward to press against the aluminum of the trailer. 


"Told you," Long grinned, unfolding himself from the chair and hunching forward, walking to the bed and joining 
the other two. 


"Who do you think it is?" Ollie whispered, previous conflict forgotten in the face of what was unfolding before 
them. Two figures moved around the hot tub, wet hair plastered over their faces, occasionally leaning over to 
stoke the furnace or cool it off. Steam poured over the sides of the makeshift iron tub, giving the surrounding 


desert a surreal haze. 


"I bet it's Troy and Joey," Chris hissed, as if he were afraid their musings would be overheard. Ollie shook his 
head, leaning up on his knees to get a better look. 


"Nah. Nah..it's someone else. Look - see? The one on the bottom - he's way too big to be Troy. Fuck - | bet 
it's Josh. What if he sees us, man? What if he fucking sees us?" 


Long rolled his eyes, shoving the two aside and leaning in through the middle, squinting and wiping the fog from 
the window. 


"That's definitely Troy. Or.maybe it's Dean. Or fuck.what was his name? He was out front, Smoking with 
Mark.Jeordie! Maybe it's Jeordie." 


"Could be Brody,” Ollie muttered, earning a clout around the ears from Chris for his troubles. 


"Brody has blond hair, you fucking twit. And also, tits. Do you see tits, Oliver? Are you familiar with women 
and the breasts they posses?" 


Ollie rolled his eyes, letting his silence answer Chris's irritation. Long snorted, shaking his head and tucking his 


hair back. 


"Damn. They're really going at it, aren't they? Maybe it's Joey. That guy has stamina up the fucking river and 


back down again Gives you a run for your morey, Ollie..” 

Folding his arms over his chest and sticking out his lower lip like a petulant child, Ollie shrugged. 
"He's been doing it longer than me," 

"What, fucking Troy?" 


Chris laughed as Ollie lunged for him, falling back against the tiny spring-filled mattress. Long waved his hand, 
hushing them and tapping at the window. 


"Someone's coming out of the house, look. It's.:fuck, it's Josh. Jesus, his hair looks like it's fire, don't it? Must 


be reflecting the fire by the tub.." 


The three watched like dolls lined up on a shelf as Josh approached the occupants of the tub, pulling his shirt 
up over his chest and letting it fall in the pale sand. 


"Look, he's as pale as Long! You two should sell sunscreen!" Chris whispered, eliciting a hissed giggle from Ollie. 


Long rolled his eyes, elbowing the both of them in the gut with one deft motion 


Three jaws dropped and six eyes widened as Josh slid into the tub, apparently welcome to join at his own 


desire. He cupped the head of one figure, holding it back as he kissed the other, before things resumed the 
natural path, plus one. Long snorted, terribly impressed by it all. 


"Wow. That.is probably, without a doubt, the most..rockstar-ish thing I've ever seen.” he said, shaking his head 
and turning away from the window, sitting on the bed with his back against the wall. Ollie huffed, joining him. 


"What, fucking guys in a hot-tub? It's all a bit weird, if you ask me." 
Chris grinned wolfishly, rubbing at his bare arms and joining the other two with the backs to the window. 


"You're right, Ollie. Having sex in a hot-tub is bizzare. I'm sure you much prefer to nail your guys on a stable, 


dry surface." 


"lIl give you a dry fucking surface." he growled, twisting over Long to lunch at Chris once more. Long rolled his 


eyes, kicking the two of them from the bed, content to let them wrestle their frustration out on the floor. 


Several minutes into the trailer-floor death match, the door swung open. Long lifted his eyes from where he 
was watching the fight with great amusement, the smile dropping from his face almost instantly. Chris and 
Ollie froze, hands in hair and feet in crotches, their cheeks red. 


Josh folded his arms over his chest, sopping wet and clad only in a pair of soaked boxer-shorts, leaving 
absolutely nothing at all to the imagination, and a good deal to future contemplation. 


"Would you mind, terribly, if | asked you three to keep it the fuck down?" he asked, red hair water-slick and 
dripping in front of his eyes. Chris opened his mouth, waiting for the words to come, but finding himself 


utterly let down. Josh continued, a spark of dry, desert amusement in his blue eyes. 


"| don't know what it is you three are doing, but it looks pretty sick and twisted to me. I'd prefer to not hear 
it, while I'm trying to do my own thing. Got it?" 


At once, the three residents of the trailer nodded, each biting their lower lip and willing the crimson to fade 


from their cheeks. 


"Good," Josh nodded his thanks, reaching in through the door and taking a cigarette from a packet on the 
bench. "Don't pout now, boys. Hot tub's open to everyone. At any time of the night" 


"Did he.h-he just." Ollie stammered, his cheeks burning so vividly the others could have played him off as a 
red sun rising in the morning. Chris nodded, almost instantly de-tangling himself from Ollie and pulling back, 
propping himself against the cabinets. 


Long laughed, shaking his head and standing, taking the quilt from the bed. 


"You two..are so fucking stupid. I'm going to go sleep in that rocker on the porch." 


He stepped over Ollie, patting Chris gently on the head as he left and leaving the two to their own devices. 
Whether that was to include the hot tub or not. 
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